
SANTA CLAUS.
Santa Claus, as is generally known, gets his name from St.Nicholas, a dear saint, the patron of children, of virgins, and ofsailors. He waa an Archbishop, and many stories are told of hiscare for those inhis charge. InHolland, where SantaClaus comesfrom, the children do not hang up their stockings, but they puttheir wooden shoes out and leavea window open for him. Some-times he comesas abishop,clad inappropriate vestments,and withhim comes a colored servant,who carries a rod for naughty chil-dren. Occasionally thebishop rides through the streetson a gailycaparisonedsteed, whilehis servant followingon foot scatters cakesandcandies among the children who troopafter.

GERMANY.
InGermany Christmas is essentially a gala day for the chil-dren. Itis the feast of the divineChild, and for His sake the feastof all children. The German mother thinks nothing a troublewhich will add to the pleasureof thehomecircle. If on ordinaryoccasions she devotes herself to her family, how much does Bheexert herself when Christmas corneaI Of course, the Christmastree fills a prominent place in the festivities, and everyone is re-membered andrepresented in that tree of love. There is one fea-ture of the Christmas celebration in Germany which deservesBpecial notice. On Christmas Eve two quaintly attired figuresmake their round among certain houses. Theyare Knight Rupertand SantaClaus. At the door of thehouse abag of fruit, toys andothergood things ishandedtoKnight Rupert. Thenhe entersand in-quires about the conduct of the children, and if there ia a good

reportfrom theparents,Santa Claus, who wearsa white gownanda gilt belt, orders the contents of the bag to be emptied onthe floor, and during the scramble which follows the two figuresmake their escape.
FRANCE.

In France the Christ-Child Himself brings the gifts for thechildren. In the villages of Alcatia He goes from house tohouseringing a little bell and distributing gifta to the little ones. InBurgundy, the young men and women of the parish meet someweeks before Christmas and practice carols until Christmas Eve.Then there is a supper at which everyone goes in for enjoyment.After supper a circle gathers round the hearth, on which there isan enormous log, call the .mche, and the childrenare told:'Seenow, if youare good thisevening, Noel will raindownsugar plumafor you,and at theproper time the littleones findparcels of candiesunder each end of the log. Carols are sung to Xod(Christmas).Noel ! Noel! Noel ! is heardon everyside. The merrymakingandfeasting are prolonged into midnight;then the bells ring out onthe frosty air, and the company g« in a body to the midnight Mass.AfterMass they returnhome, salute the suche log,andresume theirfeastuntil morning, when they separate.
SERVIA AND MONTENEGRO.

Among the mountaineersof ServiaandMontenegroeach familychooses a youngmanas a guest for theChristmas festivities. He iscalled the Polaznik or Christmas guest. As ho approachesthe doorof thehouse he calls out, 'Christ is born,' and throws some corninside thehouse.
'

Welcome.' calls the housewife who stands ready
to meet him. 'Of a truth He is born,' and she throws at the sametime ahandful of corn in his face. Then he enters the house, andgoing to thehearth picks up the remains of the largest log,knocksitagainst thecrane so as tomake the sparks fly,saying as he doesso: 'Somay our house-father have all good luck and happiness.'This he repeats, withanother good wish, and thenplaceson oneendof the logan orange with a small coin on it,which the housewifetakes. In return she presents him before he leaves with theleggings and socks worn by themountaineers, and wiihaChrist-
mas loaf. The Christmas guest next asks his host whatkind of aChristmas he has, to which he anbwers : " Christmas has oome as akindguest, my brother;allhave enough andall aremerry.' Thenthekiss of peace is exchanged with the family, the guest takes aseat at the hearth and the day is passed in innocentpleasure andfeasting.

Christmas is celebrated among Catholics the world over as the
mostglorious festival of theyear. How it is kept in Great Britain
and Ireland most of our readersknow either from actual experience
orby hearing of it from their parents. Let us take a glance atsomeof the countriesof theContinent and neehow this great feast
is observed.

ITALY.
InRome the principalceremonies of Christmas areheld in theChurch of St.Mary Major. It ia in this church that the relics of

the crib in which our Saviour was laid arepreserved; these relicswerebrought from Bethlehem in the seventh century, under thePontificate of TopeTheodoreI. On Curi-tmaH Eve theyare takenfrom theirrepository and placedon the altar in the sacristy chapel,and thereare offered for the veneration of the faithful. The doors
arethrown openat half-past four on Christmas morning;after the
singing of thematins and lauds aprocession marches to the chapelwhere the sacred relics are exposed,and bears them through theohurch, where they areplaced on thePapalaltar. At seven o'clockthe first High Mass is celebrated, and after it the relics are heldupto view. From earlymorn to night there is anunending stream ofpeople in the church. From five in the morning to dawn the
church is illuminated, and again, later on. in the evening. IntheFranciscan Church of Ara Cooli the Sanrtismmo Bamhnio is vene-
ratedby thousands, and there little children, boys and girls of four
and five year* of age,tell in simple language of the new-born God.The streets aregay with people in picturesque holiday attire,theair,balmy as June, is filled with confetti (tiny seed candies), andthere is a general appearance of happiness. There is no SantaClaus in Italy,but instead there ia Hefana, a corruption of Epi-
phania,supposed to be a verycross old woman. Childrenare told
thatshe was invitedby theMagi to help themin their search for
the Christ-Child, but she waited to put her house in order,andwhenac last Bhe wasready, the Wise Men had gone, andever since
her life has beenspent in a vain search for the Infant God. For
His cake she cares for little children,and rewards the good, but
punishes thebad. There ia a somewhat similar legend in Russia,but there the old woman, who is called Babonshka,only rewardsthe good.

Mr. P.LUNDON, Phoenix Chambers, Wanganui, is still busy
putting people on theboil. He has also hotels in town andcountry
For Sale and To Lease. Write tohim.— %♥

You oftenhear salesmen of Reapers and Binders say
'
Just asgoodas McCormick

'
but youneverhear a MoCormick salesmanBay'

Just asgood.' The reputationand sales of McCormick machinesare the greatest in the world.
—

fc%
A RICH RETURN.

When a mixture attains so wonderful a success in so short atime aa Tussicurahas managed to do, itis difficult to speakof thematter ina way that does not appear like exaggeration. Let uslook back at the career of this extraordinary medicine from thestart. It is only a few months since the proprietor launched itupon the market, and, as it waa produced in a comparativelyobscure towninCentral Otago,it will be seen that the inventor wasconsiderably handicapped. There was no idea of putting forth acheapmixture— for there are only too many of these before thepublic at the present time— but the object in view was to usetheverybest drugs procurable after a careful consideration as to theeffect they would have on the Bystems of persona suffering fromparticular complaints. Peopleare, not unnaturally,chary of tryinganew remedy unless itcomes to them heralded by all sortsof 'boldadvertisements,'and theproprietorof Tussicura, althoughhe mighthaveexpected to have an extremely hard fight in convincing thepublic of the excellenceof hia preparation,is naturally gratifiedatits immediate success. At the same time he recognises that, inorder torecouphim for his large expense that he has beenput toin preparing the mixture, he must seek a wider field, and thenumberof testimonialshehas receivedamply justifiedhiminanti-

tfEW ZEALAND TABLET. [Thursday, December 20, 1900.

Iwasnear the middle line of rails, the train was rubhing on.The lady in blue had saved me from a sudden and awful death.
Awed and trembling,Ireolimbed the steps and etood under the
the lamp withthe woman whohadsaved me, whose face and voice
■eemedstrangely familiar tome.

Itmust have been the same,with regard to myself, on her
part. For, afterscanning me closely,she said:

1Pardon me,butisyour nameBranson V
"Itis. MayIaek yours V
1Certainly. ItisKathleenWheeler.1
A sudden light illuminated the situation."
Youare Kathie,' saidI. '

Kathleen Mavourneen, of Prince's
Buildings. Where areDick andPrue and Stella andfather .'

She smiled verypleasantly.'Oh, they are well and happy at home— over in Rossett. Ionly camehere to visita sick friend. Ihave never forgotten your
kindness. Soon after you went away from Sherborne an Aus-
tralian uncle died and left us a small competency. Istudied
singing

—
became a ballad singer (under my mother's maiden name,

Clare), and so, as the story books say, we all lived happily everafter. Dick went to Green Winson's and asked whereMr. Branson
hadgone, andMr. Winson replied, '"

Gone to Jericho." That wasa
widedirection, butInever gave up hope. Ihave always prayed
thatImight do something to provemy gratitude. My prayers are
answered to-night.'
Ibentmy head in reverence,and said a silent prayer; thenIlifteditandsaid :
'Ithas indeedbeen answered. You have been my Christmas

Angel.'
Ihaveonly a few words more tosay. Iwent over to Eoesett,

andrenewedmy acquaintance with the Wheeler family.
And theNew Year showedthat my scareof ChristmasEve had

beena bogus one.
My friend, the director, was a manquick to take alarm, and

fullof nervousanxiety at some foolishcanards, had telegraphed atonce tome.
The Swift-Suredidnot burst up; andIhad not to again face

the worldwithapencil anda littlebook.
Still,Imust always speak respectfully of Winson's rent book,

because it was themeans of winning me myKathleen'slove. For,
before the coming of another Noeltide,my Christmas Angel was
my wife.

We werewedded in the Church of St.Winifreda's, at Sherborne
—that church in which Kathiehad sought comfortand balm when
fresh from the furnace of temptation.
Iaskedmy bride what ske would like togive to theChurch as

a weddinggift;and,after a pause, she smiled her own sweet smile,
andsaid:

"lama daughter ofErin, onmy mother's Bide. Our Irish
—

asFather Ephraim calls them— are ingreat forcein Sherborne, and,
asusual, they arepoor and faithful. Letusgive them a Christmas
dinner every year,as wellas a Christmas box toeach City Robin.'

AndIsaid, 'So be it
'
;and then and there gavea handsome

cheque to the silver-haired shepherdof Christ's flock, who blessed
us both. And even as Iwrite my Christinas Angel is singing'Venite Adoremus

'
toa sunny-haired child named Mary Angela

—
in memory of Our Ladyand my escape.

—
Exchange.

CHRISTMAS IN MANY LANDS.
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